THE   FINDING   OF   THE   ELIXIR
something terrible." Garratty retained a Turkish
prejudice against seeing women in the nude. He
had long since given up opening gynaecological
advertisements or those from the makers of trusses,
reducing mixtures and abdominal supports.
Weary was thinking hard. " Air-hunger." If he
put Golly on something that was the opposite of
wind ? If he treated him for asthma ? But hold
on ! That would never do. The cure for air-hunger
was more air, and it was less that Golly wanted. It
might cure any little remission of his trouble and so
make him worse. One would have thought that a
man who wanted air would be difFerent from one who
had too much of it. There must be some way out.
What could it be ? Hold hard ! There was a great
principle employed on his aunt by Dr. Swan.
* Homo '-something or other; but it came to a case
of a hair of the dog that bit you, in the end. What
was that story Gideon told him ? " Like cures like,"
as Dr. Tyrrell remarked when he handed the bore at
dinner an extra helping of tongue. Homeopathy !
Had he been more experienced he would have known
a most encouraging fact which has always been more
or less a puzzle to me: that in Medicine as in Politics
contradictory procedures are often practised with
equal conviction and equal results. " There is a
divinity that doth shape our ends !" Weary carefully
folded the pages and left Garratty to his work, a
work which was relieved towards midday by attention
to some of the larger pathological specimens which
were preserved in square jars full of alcohol and ranged,
labelled in order, on the shelves. Garratty's teeth
were close set. He could strain the stuff between
them* It was all right if you didn't shake the jars.
Whoever shook a good vintage ? He had already
stranded a spleen and was now gradually reducing
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